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Layout by Julia O’Leary. Art by Siena Delaney.

A

year of resilience. One thing the pandemic has taught us
all is to be more empathetic. As a community, we have
faced a seemingly insurmountable amount of trials and
tribulations, including sickness and isolation. As social creatures
who crave connection, the COVID-19 pandemic forced many of
us into different ways of communicating. We wrote—texts, emails,
letters, books, and songs—to stay connected. Syracuse students
wrote their own stories, as represented in this publication. This
year’s Intertext is the culmination of a year full of hardships—and
most importantly, resilience. We were inspired time and time again
by the honesty, confidence, and determination of this year’s authors. This issue ranges from stories about love at first sight to
building friendships to debunking political issues to self-realization.
The editors of Intertext would like to thank Professor Patrick W.
Berry for teaching us what teamwork looks like. Collaboration was
an essential part of the course: from gathering opinions on stories to
photographing around campus to discussing what we’d like our cover
to be. This issue was about sharing ideas and building community.
We thank Benay Bubar for helping us see copyediting through a
professional lens and Wendy Mansfield for her excellent feedback
on our layouts. We also thank the judges of the Louise Wetherbee Phelps and Margaret Himley writing awards: Mark Bousquet,
Kevin Adonis Browne, Abigail Long and Nancy Tranter Wright.
We recognize that writing serves as a safe space to heal, grow,
and learn. We are grateful to our authors for allowing us to share
their pieces. Your creativity, authenticity, and originality are what
make Intertext so special. We hope you, our beloved reader, enjoy
Intertext as much as we enjoyed reviewing, editing, and watching it
come to life. The editors of Intertext were in awe of the authors, artists, and photographers’ work. Thank you once again to everyone
who contributed.
Finally, we’d like to commend every student of Syracuse
University for being diligent and patient with each other and the
world this year. COVID-19 not only tested our patience but also
our solidarity as a community. We did not fail each other. Being
back in person may be daunting for many of us, so be sure to take
time for yourself—rest, recover, and continue to be resilient.
—Julia O’Leary and Ivana Xie
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HAWA AHMED | Political Science (Pre-Law Concentration), Le Moyne College
“I Am a Work of Art,” ONLINE VIDEO, created for Narratio Fellowship
A reminder to all—that you are art, you have layers, and your canvas can be as
big or small as you make it.
I may not be the prettiest, the brightest, or the bestest at a lot, but I am the
best me there could be, and I am happy with that.

JOHN ADAMS | Writing & Rhetoric
“Fluctuations in Rust Belt Voting Patterns and How to Reclaim Lost Territory,”
written for WRT 255
This piece was written so that Americans who aren’t familiar with the politics of
Appalachia or the Rust Belt can better understand the socioeconomic nuances
of the region and contextualize that with electoral trends nationally.
My writing style aims to blend colloquialism with academic research in hopes
of articulating complex concepts in an accessible manner.
SOPHIA CARNICELLI | Accounting & Finance, Minor: Writing
“Mary Janes,” written for WRT 114
A raw and impassioned piece that tells a real story about a college student
living in the twenty-first century.
I am an Accounting and Finance major so writing is really just a passion of
mine and a great way for me to express my emotions. A big shoutout to Emily
Pifer who helped me with the piece, best professor at SU!!

JIANA CURCIO | Music Industry
“The Black Parade,” written for WRT 205
This piece is an analysis of the album that has influenced my outlook and
approach to music: The Black Parade by My Chemical Romance.
Even though I do mostly hands-on work in the music industry whether playing
percussion or working behind the scenes, I have started to try and bring music
journalism more into my college career.

DAVID HARVEY | Biology, Minor: Writing
“Biggie,” written for WRT 422
As the largest triplet from day one, I have found myself defined by my size
based on the standards held by the other two.
When I look back on these moments and experiences, they are a mere
reminder of how far I have come.

LYDIA ENGEL | Music, Citizenship and Civic Engagement, Minor: Writing
“Pen Pals,” written for WRT 422 and “Tread Lightly,” written for WRT 255
“Pen Pals” is about a few people who are much more important to me than
I think they realize. Inspired by the juxtaposition of my experiences, “Tread
Lightly” is about why the “gun debate” is more complicated than we typically
acknowledge.
Lydia’s newest hobby is learning K-Pop dances.
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CHLOE HECHTER | Communication & Rhetorical Studies, Writing & Rhetoric
“Kissing in the Rain,” written for WRT 422
Through a string of romantic mishaps, I came to discover that maybe
friendship is more important than kissing in the rain.
I’m a total New York City girl. My claim to fame is my recurring guest role on
The Wonder Pets, and the fact that I unironically published an essay about
kissing boys to a literary magazine says basically everything else you need to
know about me.
RYANNE KANAAN | Undecided
“Yellow Bus,” written for Narratio Fellowship
This poem describes American culture from the perspective of a child of an
immigrant.
I am an Arab American and a child of Lebanese immigrants hoping to relate to
others who come from a similar perspective.

Layout by Michael Edward Melvin. Photograph, “Tranquil Calm Pier Over Ocean HDR Photography,”
by Kim Seng, CC BY-NC-ND 2.0: https://www.flickr.com/photos/captainkimo/11966918133.

ALEX MALANOSKI | Broadcast & Digital Journalism, Finance
“Reparations: How Much Is a Black Life Worth?” written for WRT 205
This piece encompasses my journey as I navigate through the complicated
discourse on Black reparations and wrestle with my own deeply held views on
the matter.
Born and raised in the small town of Galway, NY, I am passionate about doing
critical research and broadening my horizons to tell the stories that must be heard.

ZAMZAM MOHAMED | Chemistry
“Fate-Faded,” written for Narratio Fellowship
This poem provides inspiration and hope for those struggling to keep their
identity.
Zamzam loves writing and storytelling.

SHELBY RODGER | Film
“A Diminishment of Being,” written for WRT 422
This piece centers on my time in England juxtaposed with my time in
Syracuse, NY, and explores the only emotion I will never stop chasing.
I’m a very recent Syracuse grad with aspirations of becoming a great
storyteller—in whatever form or medium it may take.

MIRA SICKINGER | Biology (Pre-Med), Minor: Writing
“Jubilee: The Commodification of Political Discourse,” written for WRT 255
For this piece, I wanted to explore the ways in which deliberately centrist
media can distort a viewer’s perception of the social issues being portrayed.
When Mira isn’t doing pre-med homework or getting mad about politics, she
is asleep.
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T

he concepts of place and space are
often understood as similar, physical
settings with measurable properties.
Yet we often associate the term “space” with
unoccupied areas and the term “place” with
identifiable and familiar locations. Space is
unclaimed territory with infinite potential,
eagerly awaiting human realization. Place,
however, is a fully-realized space. It is a space
that has been given separate meanings by
each of its visitors. Its definition is subjective
and ever-changing. Both place and space are
rhetorically malleable terms; individuals who
experience space can bestow meaning upon
it, therefore creating place. Some characterize
the transition from space to place as a physical movement, while others see it as a more
cognitive shift. For many college students, it is
an emotional combination of the two.
Shelby Rodger’s “A Diminishment of Being” explores French philosopher Gaston
Bachelard’s idea of “intimate immensity,”
or the connection between inner intimacy
(place) and outer immensity (space). If you’ve
ever sat on a hill with a loved one during sunset and felt a certain warmth and wonder
spread throughout your body, you’ve certainly
experienced intimate immensity at its best.
John Adams’ “Fluctuations in Rust Belt
Voting Patterns and How to Reclaim Lost
Territory” examines the various effects of
the decline of the steel industry across Pennsylvania. What was once a booming and
lucrative industry is now all but forgotten,
along with the souls that once worked the
factories. The collapse of the steel industry
has not only affected the people who worked
in the mills, but the entirety of the region.
For instance, the rust belt used to be almost
entirely democratic, but as American poli-

https://surface.syr.edu/intertext/vol30/iss1/1

cymakers slowly turned their backs on the
working class and Appalachia started to truly
rust, the workers were left with nowhere to
turn. Isn’t it amazing how a place can house
so much history? Who knew that imbued
within the rusting husks of steel mills were
the stories of an entire generation that was
left behind and abandoned by our country
in the pursuit of greater wealth.
Zamzam Mohamed’s “Fate-Faded” is a
beautiful and mysterious poem that leads
readers on a journey through a slice of her
life. Themes of freedom and the everlasting march of time are quite apparent in the
piece. What’s amazing about this poem is
how people interpret and visualize it differently. For some, Mohamed’s diction might
bring forth images of sunlight and morning. Or perhaps it reminds one of their own
home. To capture the depth and richness of
this piece, we recommend reading it through
a few times.
Lydia Engel’s “Pen Pals” is an intimate recollection of childhood memories and evolving
relationships. She reminisces about the unique
love languages of the adults who’ve stayed in
touch with her after she left home, taking her
readers through a journey of the senses. Engel prompts readers to ponder whether home
is really a place or if it’s a feeling created by
the people who occupy a space.
Lastly, Ryanne Kanaan’s “Yellow Bus”
brings forth a memory that many have experienced: taking the bus to school. Kanaan’s
powerful imagery transports us into her
shoes. You can almost feel the mother’s intensity expressed through her powerful voice.
Settle in, readers, because new places and
spaces await.
—Wilson Sosna and Madelyn Wischerath
INTERTEXT 2022 | 7
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A Diminishment
of Being
Shelby Rodger

O

ne summer during the hottest week of the year, I learned about a phenomenon
called “intimate immensity.” I was studying film and media in Birmingham,
England, when a PhD student lecturer asked my class if we’ve ever been able
to describe that feeling we get when we’re in a new, exciting place, or at a concert, or
with someone we love. That sensation of warmth that takes over our bodies and can even
make us cry, gasp, or shake uncontrollably.
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line and arrived in Kensington. We rode up
the escalator and stepped outside. My first
glimpse of London. A gentle rain falling
from the clouds, brick alleyways, a bright
red bus. Such a seemingly small moment,
and yet my mind still leaped back to our
lecture from the week before. Was this “intimate immensity”?
Over a year later, I was back in Syracuse,
New York—a stark contrast from the excitement of Europe, but a place whose sentimental value can never be beat.
One of my housemates made the discovery
early in the school year that the screens of our
windows could easily be pushed up. I came
home from a jog one evening to find them
all sitting on the roof that jutted out over our
front door. I first laughed in shock, and then
immediately ran up the stairs to join them.
We sat there for hours and watched as the
sky turned from blue, to purple, to deep violet,
and then to black. Stars appeared one by one.
The power lines ran right across the moon
and swayed with the wind. People going out
for the night walked by on the sidewalk below
us. One group even shouted up and waved.
I remember looking over at my roommates
as they sang along to whatever song was playing from inside the house. A warmth melted
inside my chest and leaked through my ribs
to the rest of my limbs, finally making its way
to the tips of my fingers and toes. I thought
to myself how odd it is that the phenomenon
of intimate immensity can manifest itself in so
many ways.
From concerts and music, to new places,
to rushes of adrenaline, to dancing, and then
to simply sitting with friends—the one emotion that strings together the most important
parts of our lives.

https://surface.syr.edu/intertext/vol30/iss1/1
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My pen moved across my notebook
with agility. “Intimate Immensity: two
kinds of space. Intimacy, and the world.
They blend together. The collision of outside and inside creates an ecstatic state of
being—its grandeur opening up spaces of
equal grandeur within.”
“Diminishment of Being: finding the
whole world too much, our preconceived
notions contravened, our values challenged
by an overwhelming body of evidence to
the contrary.”
She told us how this idea comes from
the French philosopher Gaston Bachelard.
There’s one thought he wrote down when
he was alive that I still think about: “Daydream transports the dreamer outside the
immediate world to a world that bears the
mark of infinity.”
I walked across campus after that lecture
with a smile on my face. Finally, a phrase that
defines a phenomenon I have experienced so
many times before. My favorite feeling in
the world—the sensation that every person
chases whether they realize it or not.
One week later, I found myself staring out
the window of a train on its way to Euston Station in London. Even in July, I still saw little
plumes of smoke swirling out the tops of some
of the brick chimneys that passed by me.
Our train pulled in and let us out at
Euston’s Underground stop. My emotions
blurred together until I could no longer
tell how I really felt. London had been my
dream since I was in middle school. A place
I had never been to, yet somehow it drew
me in as if there was a string connecting us
together—a string that existed even when I
was all the way across the Atlantic Ocean.
My friends and I got on the Victoria

10
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T

he scaffold skeleton of abandoned
mills, broken slabs of concrete
along riverbanks, and barges half
submerged in the water—while it might
sound like a post-apocalyptic future, such
scenes are an everyday sight in any Rust Belt
city in America. My father, who grew up in a
suburban mill town east of Pittsburgh called
McKeesport, explained to me how the sky
would constantly light up with an orangered glow; my mother, who is from the city,
recalled the perpetual stench of sulfur that
would fill her nostrils. On cold, foggy mornings before high school, I would walk to my
car and immediately be greeted by a sulfurous odor, caused by the smog generated by
U.S. Steel’s Clairton Works, one of the few
remaining mills in the area. Every time I visit
the city, I drive along Second Avenue through
the dilapidated Hazelwood neighborhood. I
gaze in awe at the remnants of an abandoned
Jones and Laughlin Steel Corporation mill,
which stretches for about a half a mile along
the banks of the Monongahela River.
As I drive parallel to this titanic iron
frame, I attempt to comprehend this region’s
past significance as a manufacturing goliath. I struggle to imagine that these river
flats scattered with industrial blight and lowincome row-housing once were crammed
with mills for miles along the river. My mind
shifts towards the thousands of steelworkers who were employed there and how the
mill’s departure hurt the community’s wel-

fare and character. How many of these Rust
Belt neighborhoods and their inhabitants
are negatively portrayed by outsiders in the
media and in electoral politics? Once a dark
blue region, dominated by labor and union
politics, Pennsylvania, along with other Rust
Belt states, have now become contested battlegrounds every election.
Steel is synonymous with this region.
Western Pennsylvania’s manufacturing history is in everybody’s blood (and lungs), but
its decline still leaves behind a sense of anxiety and despair. Most of these communities have an aura that feels—as some might
say—“deader than steel.”
The Politics of the Rust Belt
The political and economic landscape of the
Rust Belt and its relationship with the Democratic Party can be defined by a single ideology—neoliberalism. Neoliberalism is a fiscally
conservative philosophy at its core, which
serves capital by promoting free trade, union
busting, and policies of austerity while, oddly
enough, taking a more tolerant stance on social issues. As the United States began deindustrializing and transitioning its economy
into finance and services, precious capital and
resources that came with the steel industry
were diverted from these former manufacturing centers to other regions along the coasts.
This encouraged manufacturers to seek
non-unionized, scarcely regulated operations
overseas. This shift coincided with the elec-

and How to Reclaim Lost Territory
https://surface.syr.edu/intertext/vol30/iss1/1
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tion of Ronald Reagan, a notable enemy of
organized labor, which was decimated during
this period. Unionization rates in the Rust Belt
have fallen 20% since the 1960s (McQuarrie;
see also Hoerr).
It is no coincidence that this new age
of corporate, financial dominance came
about the same time as America’s campaign
finance laws changed. In 1976, the Supreme
Court ruled in the monumental Buckley v.
Valeo case that limits on campaign contributions in federal elections are unconstitutional.
This allowed access for the owner class to
finally infiltrate the Democratic Party. The
United States saw its first glimpse of the

new Democratic party when the assault on
the Rust Belt did not cease as Democrats regained the White House.
Former President Bill Clinton’s two terms
in office marked a significant turning point
in modern U.S. history. Mainstream discourse and legislative decisions among elected
Democrats were shifting further away from
the ambitious ways of FDR, and more in the
direction towards capital preservation and
financialization. Clinton favored financial
profits in his tax policy, deregulated the financial industry by repealing the Glass-Steagall
Banking Act, and assisted in the privatization
of the nation’s communications infrastruc-

RACIAL IMPLICATIONS

More than fifty years have passed since Lyndon B. Johnson signed the Civil Rights
Act into law; however, like most metropolitan areas, the Greater Pittsburgh region remains implicitly segregated. African Americans and other minority groups
flocked to Rust Belt cities around the time of the world wars, but almost never rose
past blue collar jobs. This type of income only allowed minority groups to move
into neighborhoods with less funding; although their housing was comfortable, it
was still a great difference from the lavish communities in which their white bosses
lived. So when the steel industry diminished, the first to suffer were minorities
still living in working-class neighborhoods (Dickerson). This economically-fueled
segregation is evident today: Affluent suburbs and ritzy neighborhoods in the city
are inhabited by a mostly white population, while minority populations reside in
the old, depressed mill towns that once had a vibrant community with financially
stable, working-class families. Today, these neighborhoods are barely even shells
of their former selves. The municipality I grew up in, Jefferson Hills, and the next
town over, Clairton, epitomize this blatantly racial and classist divide.
A 2020 study conducted by the nonprofit Edbuild (“Fault Lines: America’s Most
Segregating School District Borders”) ranked the “most segregating school district borders” in America, based on factors such as available resources for students
and differences in their financial situations (Simonton).
The results found these two districts to be the ninth most segregated districts in the country. The West Jefferson Hills School District has a non-white
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ture through the Telecommunications Act of
1996. Lastly, against pleas from organized labor, Clinton signed the North American Free
Trade Agreement into law (McQuarrie).
By the time the 2008 recession struck,
organized labor was obliterated, and a universal working class seemed to be obsolete
from the political process, compared to their
influence during the golden age of economic
expansion. Many felt failed by their government, employers, political party, and even
their union. These conditions of despair and
anxiety are among the many factors that led
Former President Donald Trump, a demagogue, to take the White House in 2016. That

particular election saw one of the biggest demographic shifts in modern U.S. history: from
2012-2016, there was a sixteen-point swing in
favor of Republicans among those with lower
education who earn less than $30,000 a year.
Inversely, Democrats saw a surge in affluent,
college educated professionals earning between $100,000-$199,000 (McQuarrie).
How To Win Back the Rust Belt
Before the Democratic Party can attempt
to win the Rust Belt back, the region must
first understand why these once Democratic
strongholds have transformed into battleground swing-states. Besides the aforemen-

student population of only 7%. This district also boasts a 5% student poverty rate,
and a median household income of $75,694. In contrast, Clairton City Schools
have a non-white enrollment rate of 80%, a student poverty rate of 40%, and a
median income of $31,112 (Simonton).
One reason for the striking disparity is a school district’s dependence on property values. Because a large portion of funding for public school comes from property taxes, districts with more affluence have more money and resources than their
struggling counterparts. As the mills faded, the economies of these steel towns
were decimated. Subsequently, the transition away from industrialization had a
major impact on property values in these communities. As a result, enrollment size
shrank and the quality of resources worsened.
An obvious solution would be to merge the two districts; however, this has
been met with opposition from both sides. Clairton residents feel that integrating
the school districts would cause the town to lose its sense of identity and its history. Those in Jefferson fear that merging the two districts would lower academic
performance, thus decreasing their property value. Hypothetically, if that were
true, this is just one reason why public education should not be funded through
property taxes. Districts with more money have more resources; consequently,
students score higher on standardized tests, which lead to schools receiving more
funding. This creates a cycle that maintains financial inequality. Educational segregation and inequality are still evident in the Monongahela Valley, mainly due to the
economic conditions brought on by the collapse of the steel industry.

https://surface.syr.edu/intertext/vol30/iss1/1
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tioned policies and material conditions, Republicans also deployed a strategy to capture
these states. For the bulk of the twentieth
centuries, regardless of social issues, Democrats have done well electorally, both in the
industrial Midwest and northern Appalachia, due to their relations with organized
labor and industrial workers. Yet since this
demographic has shrunk almost to extinction, working-class Americans, specifically
white Americans, have little to no incentive
to remain loyal to the party.
With no party to align with economically,
the white working class can fall victim to a
culture war raged by conservatives, which
focuses on issues of identity, social issues, or
some faux boogeyman like a caravan of immigrants. It’s not dissimilar from the original
“southern strategy.”
I find it frustrating to hear this debate with
the same two sides arguing back and forth:
one side claims the Democrats are losing the
Rust Belt solely due to racial anxiety and an
increasingly boldening ethnonationalist fervor. The other side ignores issues of identity
and focuses only on the economic factors
that crippled the industrial economy. However, this is a false dichotomy. These two arguments are not mutually exclusive—in fact,
they’re intersectional. The Republican party
will exploit the genuine material concerns of
disenfranchised voters by inserting and reiterating irrational fears of identity, like race,
religion, ethnicity, or sexual orientation. This
has been presented through various means
such as xenophobia towards immigrants and
anti-Asian sentiments spread in response
to the COVID-19 pandemic. This is why I
have come to despise the term “white working class”: simply put, poor, working white

people and their minority counterparts share
the same class struggle as each other, but labor just doesn’t have the organizational infrastructure anymore to act on a mass level.
Pitting workers against one another by factors of race is an example of the political
strategy “divide and conquer.”
What should the Democratic party do to
win these voters back? From the New Deal
era up until the 2000 Presidential Election,
West Virginia was among the bluest of states
in the union (McQuarrie). While it may not
seem like a Democratic transformation is possible, partisan discourse suggests that all the
Democratic Party needs to do is show voters,
who in recent decades have been disregarded
by their institutions, how leaning liberally will
materially and tangibly improve their lives.
On the other hand, I concede that this is an
oversimplification; issues involving voter suppression and propaganda campaigns, waged
by servants of capital, will need more than the
rhetoric of a single political party to overcome
them. However, tapping into a populist anger
can be quite beneficial electorally.
Thinking back to my upbringing in the
Monongahela Valley, one of the first images
that comes to mind is that of crumbling and
incomplete infrastructure. Certain roads in
the more rural areas were permanently condemned, because the cost to fix them was too
great. Similarly, an expressway spurring all
the way from I-68 east of Morgantown, West
Virginia, was supposed to link the Monongahela Valley with downtown Pittsburgh,
but it dead-ends a minute down the road
from my house because the state lacked the
money and the political will to complete it.
The point is, emphasizing an improvement
and reconstruction of the nation’s public in-

14 by SURFACE at Syracuse University, 2022
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frastructure will win many swing voters. The
drive for internal improvements has been
present since the United States first gained
its independence.
However, this task is far easier said than
done. Legislation of this magnitude must be
modeled after programs in the New Deal
while also being modernized to meet the demands of the current world. This includes
the eventual transition to 100% green energy
sources. The fracking industry is expanding
throughout Appalachia, so creating good-paying union jobs in green energy infrastructure is
the only way to sell this radical shift in energy
policy to those still fixated on the natural gas
industry. If I were a young, rising politician
anywhere in the Rust Belt, I would prioritize
describing an ambitious view of leading the
world, characterized by creating renewable
technologies and owning valuable patents.
It is also vital that the party restore its
relations with labor unions. However, this
is not as practical as it may sound because
doing so would mean renouncing many of
the decisions made by Democratic leaders
across the country. While it may be difficult to mend relations, having an influential and significant union presence in the
Democrats’ metaphorical corner is like
having a second campaign. Unions organize their members to vote and are active
in their communities, so the stronger that
labor unions are, the stronger Democratic
turnout will be.
Rust Belt politics can be traced back to
three origins. The Democrats abandoned labor in favor of capital, and Republicans unleashed a culture war; in addition to twentieth
century deindustrialization, the aforementioned political developments have caused
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the current voting patterns in the Rust Belt.
Had I grown up in a major financial center
along the East Coast, I am not so sure I would
be able to fully grasp the plights of a shrinking, deindustrialized region. I would possibly
write off the disenfranchised folks, particularly
those who voted for Donald Trump, as “deplorable” or too far gone. Yet the fact of the
matter is, although I never experienced the
heyday of manufacturing in the Monongahela Valley, witnessing the sights and smells of
a deindustrialized and dilapidated region has
given me the historical context and anecdotal
experience to make the following suggestion:
To win back the heavily contested Rust Belt,
Democrats need to return to its Franklin D.
Roosevelt roots by embracing labor and a
strong social safety net, which materially improves the lives of working Americans.
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In the morning,
While everyone slept, but birds rose with the sun,
You woke up from dust,
Stood in front of that rusting-green gate,
Faced the wind, while its chilly air batted your face,
You unbraided your hair, coconut oil in the air,
Traced the pattern it created with your fingers,
And felt the unbridled strands, fresh and free.
It was momentary, but you had a yearning for the hands
that strangled those tails so strong, so strange.
For her, it had to be tight, to look neat.
For you, it was misery,
a misperception.
Moments you wished your pettiness to fade,
Did you know better?
–––––––––––––
In the morning,
When the wind moved through your hair, down the path lines
of your braids, you looked up at the sky, clear and beautiful,
And as you felt like souring
That was the momentary morning
When the storms of despair flooded to your mind,
feelings of hopelessness,
You knew the truth glared and hope faded.
morning was freedom, it was a luxury,
a serenity,
but, a mercy that felt costly,
The morning was short-lived,
And it died just like yesterday, the day before, and forever.
New braids, fresh coconut oil in the air,
The night crawled in,
No hope, inescapable,
The wails re-lived again tonight,
And maybe our fate, unsolicited, has arrived,
Our last breath,
Maybe today, maybe tomorrow,
Would cease.
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PEN PALS
Lydia Engel

T

he letters from Sally come the most
frequently. She usually jots down a
note on postcards, or those folding
note cards that you close with a gold sticker. Sometimes she sends a little item that
she found at the antique store she works
at. Once she sent me an old, crisp handkerchief, bordered with lilacs. She says it’s
like the ones she used to have. It’s a print
on the fabric, not embroidered. My favorite items are the three pressed leaves, each
sent individually wrapped in wax paper.
They’re small beech leaves, now appearing gold, as the veins are all that remain.
Within the veins, there is an embroidered
butterfly. The butterfly is a different color
on each leaf. They are incredibly fragile.
I keep meaning to put them in a picture
frame to display, but it has been over a year
now, and I still haven’t gotten around to it. I
still haven’t gotten around to sending a letter back either. Every note says she knows I
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must be very busy, but she is thinking of me,
and praying for me often.
The letters from Linda come on special
occasions, usually holidays. Usually they arrive in the form of a cute, themed card, the
expensive Hallmark ones. Once, she sent me
a care package for Halloween. There were
two small candle holders, a clear green one,
and a small, orange, smiling jack-o’-lantern.
She sent me socks, too. The first time she
gave me socks, it was maybe 10 years ago for
Christmas. They were red knee-highs with a
black buckle printed on them, like Santa’s
belly. I don’t have them anymore. They’re
long outgrown. Her notes don’t say much,
but I know what she means. She sent an
old picture of the two of us, back when she
wore her hair dark; dyed, but dark. We’re
not posed. It’s a candid of me painting her
face at the 175th Anniversary Barbeque we
had at church in 2013. It’s still special.
I’ve received two notes from John and
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Elle. They call me “Lyddy.” When I see
them in person, we talk for hours. Even before I initially left for school I was seeing
less and less of them. They have their own
grandchildren, the youngest two years older
than me, but they all live far away. John and
Elle just moved into a nursing home. It’s the
nice one, and I know how to get there, but
I don’t have their new address. Their notes
are short but contain gifts and love. They
send me unexpected grocery money that
feeds me for two weeks. I keep the letter in
case I don’t get another one.
Jane and Mike send me cards and an
occasional package for my birthday. They
retired to South Carolina in 2015, so that
has been the standard for longer than the
rest. I used to go out for breakfast with Jane
on my birthday every year, just the two of
us. I haven’t been to either of our favorite
spots—Heidelberg or Crazy Otto’s—since
they moved. Now I might get sent a plush,
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stuffed turtle or some fudge from my favorite
gift store in their new home. It’s a real beach
town, with a constant rotation of retirees
and tourists. I wish the local seafood and ice
cream from the creamery could be shipped
to me instead. The card is always the expensive kind, $3.50 plus. It’s signed “from Jane
and Mike,” but it’s all in Jane’s handwriting.
Jane always texts me on my “birthday-eve,”
so I know she remembered and didn’t have
to be reminded by Facebook.
Anne’s writing looks as if she wrote it on
another piece of paper and quickly pressed
the second to it before the ink dried. Her cursive is shaky, with a telling crook halfway up
every letter. I can pick out her handwriting
from a pile of 100s. Anne has many grandchildren, but says she is still lonely. She sometimes sends me paper bookmarks stuffed
into the envelopes. On holidays–Christmas,
Easter, and the start of Lent–she sends me
the free devotionals the church leaves in the
INTERTEXT 2022 | 19
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narthex. On Easter every year, she used to
give me a chocolate cross, but it wouldn’t
do well in the mail. On my birthday, she
sends me a letter on the same notecards
she uses the rest of the year, but squeezed
into the envelope with the paper bookmark,
is the same number of dollars as my age.
Throughout the year, she saves her quarters and puts them in old film canisters she
has piled away over the years. She sends me
these too. She wants me to have enough to
wash my clothes at school, and not have to
drive all the way home just to use the washer
and dryer. She buys me baking supplies too,
flour and sugar. She wants me to be able to
take care of myself; start building a home,
even if I will only be staying someplace for a
year or so. She lives down the street from my
childhood home now. I’ve stopped by twice.
Anne started writing notes and cards for me,
at least on holidays when I was 7. She used
to hand them to me, now they’re mailed. She
still signs every letter:
“Jesus loves you, and so do I. Love Anne.”
George and Sylvia send me very few
notes, but they send me lots of food. They
have a knack for hospitality even when
I’m not visiting their home. They send me
chips, pasta, cookies, and crackers. They
send me grocery money, too. It feeds me
for a week. They always give more than I
feel comfortable taking from them. They
give more than they need to, more than
they should. I give them love back. Their
mail is a combined effort. Sylvia writes
the note, but I know all the extra snacks
are from George. He can’t resist a good
chocolate or bag of popcorn himself. At
20

coffee hour, he grazes the buffet, taking
two of everything—one for himself, one
to give away. When visiting for card night,
it’s a great honor to be offered a piece of
chocolate from the countless samplers he
receives each year for Christmas. Sylvia
is a firm believer in “The way to a man’s
heart is through his stomach.” I can hear
her laugh and say, “especially George’s.”
Sylvia’s handwriting is faint on the paper
but signed with love.
Cookies come from the Captain. He’s
a big giver. He would send me galumpkis,
lasagna, ziti, fried chicken, goulash, and biscuits with sausage if he could, but the Post
Office won’t take them. He would drive the
hour and a half to deliver dinner himself if
it wouldn’t get cold on the way. He settles
for cookies—usually blueberry scones, but
sometimes they are lemon cranberry. There
is rarely a note, but I’ve had his cooking
too many times to not know it when I see
it, or taste it, rather. The Captain likes to
feed people. He frequently takes it upon
himself to cook for the whole congregation.
On any given Sunday, we’ll walk down the
gray carpeted stairs into the large room used
for Coffee Hour each week, to see and smell
enough delicious lunch for everyone. He is
one of the few people who always remembers my food allergies, putting something
aside he knows I can eat, buying special desserts so I don’t feel left out. The Captain is
incredibly generous with—and incredibly
proud of—his cooking. Whenever I get a
box or plate of treats, I know he’s proud of
me too.
Doris sends me cookies as well, except
she sends me chocolate-chip. I like her
cookies better. She makes the thick kind
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with a small diameter that easily fits in the
palm of your hand. She always sends a note,
but they make me sad. She seems eternally
surprised that she, “a grumpy old lady,” is
loved by not just me, but my whole family.
Before either of us left my hometown, I’d
give her a hug every time I saw her. She is
so warm. Her letters are warm, too, always
telling me stories about when I was young
in the church. She tells me how blessed she
feels to know me and my family. She tells
me about the first time she and her husband Ron heard me sing at just 4 years old.
“He came home and said, ‘those girls can
carry a tune better than half our choir!’”
She hasn’t sent me any cookies since Ron
died last year. I’ve only seen her once since
the funeral. She only lives 20 minutes from
my new house. I visited her there months
ago but haven’t heard from her at all since.
Doris is closer to her daughter there. I know
she started attending a different church
from me, but then the Pandemic hit. I don’t
know what she’s doing now. I want to drive
over and see.
I take out a set of blue, marbled patterned notecards that Sally bought me
when I was 12. They’re the folding kind she
sometimes sends, with the gold stickers to
seal them. I uncap a pen but put it to my
mouth instead of the paper. I don’t know
who to write first, nor what to say. How can
I express how grateful I am in 24 square
inches? After staring at the blank notecard,
I begin to write.
“Hi,
Thank you for all your notes! It means a
lot to me that you haven’t forgotten about
me yet. I’m pretty busy here between classes
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and working. I have some friends. I’m going to a church here, but it doesn’t feel like
home. I’m thinking of you too.
With Love,
Lydia”
I fold it up and put it in a box of other
notes that should be mailed but probably
never will be.
“Thank you for the grocery money! It helped a
lot. I’m missing home a lot, but I’m enjoying
school too.
With Love,
Lydia”
“Glad you’re thinking of me! I shared the
cookies with my friends (even though I didn’t
want to). They reminded me of home. I’m
hoping to visit soon!
With Love,
Lydia.”
“Thank you for all the prayers and notes.
They always seem to come when I need them
the most. I really needed it this week.
With Love,
Lydia”
Lately, the letters have slowed. I know
it’s mostly because of that box full of unaddressed, unstamped responses, but I’m
scared of the day they’ll completely stop. I
don’t want to be forgotten; I hope they don’t
think I’ve forgotten them. Maybe they’ve lost
my address.
What if they’re gone? Gone, gone?
Who will write to me? What will I do
when there are no more letters for me to
write but never send?
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Yellow Bus

Ryanne Kanaan

Say salaam before you leave.
At least that’s what mama used to say.
I rush downstairs to get ready.
I stuff the books into my pink hello kitty backpack.
I tie my mud stained white shoelaces.
The white ajaanib waits outside for the yellow bus of death that takes
innocent children to get brainwashed.
At least that’s what mama used to say.
The yellow bus carries drug dealers and child molesters.
They’ll take advantage of little girls like you.

Layout and art by Wilson Sosna.

Don’t look them in their eyes.
Don’t cross the street alone.
Don’t sit next to them.
Don’t ask them for help.
At least that’s what mama used to say.
Wait at the red line.
Wait for the yellow bus.
Wait for the black doors to open.
Wait for Yasmina to get on first.
Never forget to say goodmorning to the white bus driver.
“Good morning, how are you today?”
I still remember her words.
Always smile.
Don’t sit next to them.
Keep your mouth shut.
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dyssey. An eventful journey. An experience that changes you at your
core. People rarely get to go on
journeys of epic proportions like Odysseus in
Homer’s Odyssey. We don’t sail the seas fighting off monsters, and we don’t anger gods and
goddesses in the process. Despite this, everyone still has their own story to tell—their own
odyssey that has brought them from who they
once were to who they are now.
Navigating middle and high school is a
journey of its own. Learning new information every day in those formative years
shapes our perspectives, our likes and dislikes, what jobs we want, and where we
want to go. Along with the onslaught of
new knowledge, we also have to navigate
social situations like bullies and crushes, all
while taking care of mental health. David
Harvey’s “Biggie” tells the story of one
man’s struggles with his weight and eating,
all while navigating his formative years. His
introspective odyssey has its triumphs and
falls as any effective coming-of-age story
does. How do our perspectives of ourselves
change as we mature? How do other people’s opinions shape us? Harvey explores
these questions while sharing the emotional
story of a young man finding his way.
Journeys can have predetermined ideals.
Individuals are constantly dreaming of the
life we are hoping to live as humans. Even
from childhood, people would read fairy tales
with curiosity, romanticizing what it would
be like to marry a prince or go to a ball. A
fairy godmother might not be able to help
us, yet the idea of romanticizing a situation
stays within us as we get older. In “Kissing in
the Rain,” Chloe Hechter offers a wonderful
representation of the transition from child-
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hood to early college adulthood dreaming
and the odyssey within it. Hechter unfolds
the truthful expectation versus reality as a
first-year college student. What happens if
we set unrealistic, or realistic, expectations?
What if everything is not what it seems? Is it
worth the heartbreak? “Kissing in the Rain”
unpacks these questions through Hechter’s
own college odyssey.
With an impactful odyssey comes great
self discovery. In “Mary Janes,” Sophia
Carnicelli recognizes something in herself
since childhood that has hindered her ability to move through the world. However,
this obstacle is nothing to be ashamed of. In
fact, it is a part of the odyssey and who the
individual is as a person. The self-awareness and ability to identify these feelings are
much better than constantly thinking about
what could possibly be wrong with one’s
identity. This barrier is a commonly known
feeling. It comes in various forms and is not
something to necessarily “figure out.”
Sometimes our individual journeys are
impacted by outside influences like music
and art. When we come across something
artistic that resonates with us deeply, it can
change how we perceive the world around
us. It can even impact our own personalities:
the way we dress, the people we associate
with, even what we want to do for a living. In
her piece “The Black Parade,” Jiana Curcio
offers her thoughts on the influence of music in her own journey of self-discovery. She
parallels her journey with that of the band
My Chemical Romance and their influence
on the music industry.
Travel with these authors as they lead us
through their introspective journeys.
—Olivia Andrews and Hannah Ramusevic
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ou’ve all heard the story of the fat kid. The one
who ventured to a bad place when struggling with
their unrelenting eating habits. The one who blossomed from a chubby caterpillar into a beautiful butterfly.
The one who developed a life-changing condition leading
to an untimely death. I’m not going to lie; my story may
follow specific trends. There is triumph. There is darkness.
But you can’t just put me in a box with everyone else. My
struggles, and my achievements, have defined the kind of
person that I am. In these moments, I hold on to images and
quotes that are burned into the back of my mind. You know,
maybe that’s the case for everyone else with a story like this,
but I can guarantee that not many of them grew up being
directly compared to two other brothers. That’s right, I was
the chubby cream in the triplet Oreo.
Yes, from the day I was born, I was the heaviest of the
three Harvey triplets. Chris and Tommy were both born
around six pounds while I came out above six and a half,
each of us one minute apart. Now, that is a negligible difference in the grand scheme of things, right? Well, usually
it would be, but due to my positioning on top of my brother Chris in the womb, he couldn’t get the necessary nutrients or oxygen into his system. Thus, I was pushed aside as
the first Harvey son since the doctors needed to get Chris
out from underneath me. Thanks to me, Chris was born
in critical condition with a twenty percent chance of living.
Fortunately, the doctors were able to orchestrate a healthy
triplet delivery, and the three of us went home to join our
sister Catherine in the developing Harvey clan.
In my earliest years, as I watched myself in our home
videos on VCR cassette tapes, I noticed there was one
thing I was rather good at: eating.
Whatever it was, wherever it was, I was able to find
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David Harvey
food and get it in my mouth. During the Easter of 2004,
I cringed as my parents filmed me stealing chocolates out
of my sister’s basket and shoving them in my face. On
our 2nd birthday, I watched as I ate an entire cake while
Chris’s was squeezed to mush like Play-Doh, and Tommy
proceeded to sleep in his. Though these memories were
facilitated by the recordings, my first, personal memory
dates back to around this time.
I was in Cooperstown, at my grandparents’ farm. I can
feel the sandals chafing against my feet since they were
soaked from walking in the creek. My sweat perspiring
through my Clifford tank top. As I walked through the
mudroom, listening to the familiar hinge door slam, I can
confidently say that here was when I recall getting the nickname “Biggie” from my grandma. There was no harmful intent. She had been calling Tommy, “Tommie,” and
Chris, “Chrissy,” but I had always been called, “David.”
According to my parents years later, I was actually
given the nickname right around my first birthday. I just
can’t remember that far back. At the time, my adolescent
self paid no attention to the title since there was no stigma
behind it. I wasn’t offended. It didn’t make me shudder. I
guess I thought it wouldn’t stick.
You better believe it did.
My journey through elementary and the earlier portions of middle school were somewhat vague when
I think about it in terms of my weight. Why should I
care what I look like? I ate whatever I wanted and was
still called cute by every adult I saw. Just like every kid, I
would sneak snacks when I could. Hiding a bag of chips
in my backpack the night before. Stealing quarters out
of the change jar to bring to the town pool for a frozen 3
Musketeers bar. Borrowing my friends’ money to get ex-
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tra school lunches, knowing that I wouldn’t
pay them back and hoping that they’d forget. I didn’t see it as a problem; it was just
who I was.
My love for food was parallel with my love
for football. Nothing could beat the rush of
Pop Warner approaching every fall, and as
a seventh grader, this would be my last year.
The year before, my team had made Bethlehem history as the first BC Football Superbowl winners in over 30 years. But my brothers were not there. Neither were any of my
other friends (except for Gavin and Devin).
They were all playing with the correct team
for players my age. The teams have weight
limits though, so I was forced to play up. In
hindsight, it was a blessing in disguise since
I was the only Harvey to ever win a Superbowl, but I would’ve loved to have had everyone on my team, especially my brothers.
As my final season commenced, a
weigh-in was imminent. We stepped on
the scale one by one. I wasn’t even thinking about the what-ifs. The scale is set to
the maximum weight you may be to be eligible to play, so any movement would be
problematic. As I step up onto the scale,
I hear the metal point clang against the
higher point. “Everyone clear the room
and Coach, why don’t you grab that giant sheet!” In order to get an accurate
measurement, I was stripped to my underwear and weighed in front of the coaches.
Twenty-two pounds over the limit.
At that weight, I could practice, but I was
unable to participate in games. It was the
first time I realized what I had done, like a
light turning on in a dusty old attic for the
first time. I was too fat to do what I love.
I wasn’t allowed to give up, and there
28

was no way I would have anyway. I set out
on my first weight loss journey. I had three
weeks before the season officially started. I
ate exclusively eggs, salad, rice cakes, and
water. I ran at least five miles a day. I spent
days and nights clutching my screaming
stomach, brushing my teeth to subdue cravings. It was a living hell.
The first game came and went, I had
only lost eighteen pounds up until that
point. The second game was no different, happening only a week later. The
third game was in Guilderland, and my
team needed their starting center to go
up against their skilled defensive line. I
went to weigh-ins wearing my jersey over
lacrosse pads in an effort to shed more
weight. As I stepped on the scale, my heart
was racing. I stood there, and the pointer
remained as still as the room. I had done it.
I did run back to my car and scarf down
a Subway sandwich while changing into my
regular pads. But I continued losing weight
as the season progressed (which actually
enabled me to get my first girlfriend). I was
able to make history with all of my friends
and brothers as we led our final Pop Warner
team to the State semi-finals, the furthest a
Bethlehem team had ever gone. I remember
that, and I remember what Coach said at the
end of that losing game more.
“Well, hey, at least David will get to enjoy
his Thanksgiving.”
I had reached my peak, and there was nowhere for me to go except back down into the
depths of food hell. I blimped up like a snowball rolling down a hill. I fell back into the
same, disastrous routine, either not realizing
or simply not caring. I let everything I worked
for slip away and simultaneously reassimilated
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myself to my supposedly fixed identity.
My blind eye had established itself, and
years passed.
I didn’t care that I was invited to a pool
party as the fat guy to make everyone else
feel better.
I didn’t care that people were amazed at
how a guy like me could be with such a girl.
I didn’t care that I wore a dirty, disgusting, smelly compression tank top underneath
everything.
I didn’t care that I overindulged at the
new Taco Bell that opened in our town.
I didn’t care that I skipped all physical activities to eat waffle ice cream sandwiches at
home.
I just did not care. Why couldn’t I just
wake myself up?
•••
I was forced from my slumber after my
darkest couple of months. My final football
season had ended. My relationship had ended. The school year was ending. I was losing
grip of myself.
My wake-up was a text from my brother.
All Harveys shared a minivan and he needed
it to go to work. I had just gotten out of work
from the nursing home.
David I need the car
I have work in like 10 mins
I am still at work, get a ride from someone else
Shut up, Ik ur fatass is at Taco Shit

I stared at the screen. In my lap sat two
Beefy 5-Layer Burritos, a Crunchwrap Supreme, and a large Mountain Dew Baja
Blast. I looked up at the giant purple bell as
I sat in the parking lot. I snapped. The attic
was once again illuminated.
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My second transformation is what has
brought us up to current times. Ever since
that day in my senior year of high school,
the light has remained on. My forty-pound
weight loss journey sculpted me back into
the person I had completely forgotten. It
seems like I am finally losing my baby fat in
a much healthier, sustainable manner. Something that was supposed to click years ago, as
it did for everyone else, finally did. I established self-awareness.
You may not think of this as an identity,
but I sure as hell do. My life has been dictated
by this notion, constructing the man in front
of you. It is a mental state that manifests itself
on your waistline and displays who you are to
everyone else, whether it’s right or not.
I am truly scared of what Biggie can do
and the dominance he has over me. At any
point in time, he can turn the light off and
shut David down. I wouldn’t be aware of it;
I would just accept his possession and sleepwalk in oblivion. He hides deep within my
dark, embarrassing memories, lingering in
my mind just waiting for his chance. I just
know it.
However, as long as I remember that Biggie is there, he can’t touch me.
Now, it may be something like one of my
work friends saying he liked fat David better or my mom only displaying my anorexic
picture from seventh grade on the piano, but
Biggie’s reign of terror persists even in the
shadows, manipulating my subconscious. In
the words of my friend Patrick, “David, I
don’t care if you lose a shit ton of weight or
not, you will always be known as the fat one
in the group. Fatass.” I live with this identity, and I can feel Biggie feeding off of me,
tempting me to succumb.
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issing in the rain is romantic, but we
didn’t kiss in the rain. We never kissed
at all. It was more of an emotional
affair, if it was anything—a psychological
affair, even. We just sat on a bench in
Riverside Park on a rainy summer day, me
suppressing this absurd and frankly unwarranted love I felt for a boy who had run late
because he’d been up till three the night
before reading about philosophy on the
Internet. He was, by any definition, my first
love—I pretended to hate him to anyone
who bothered to ask, he had played my boyfriend in a school play, and when he texted
me, I would scream into my pillow, hoping
that the plush filling would somehow absorb
my feelings, my angst, and my extremely apparent virginity. I would say that I’m upset
that we never kissed because doing so might
30

have provided some much-needed relief for
my frustration, but I’m glad we didn’t—who
knows what would have happened if we had.
Maybe it would have ruined this picturesque
rainy park bench that I’m making sound a
lot more idyllic than it actually was.
Before I never saw him again, he left a
note in my high school yearbook. It wasn’t a
love note, but it was certainly something that
stuck with me so much that it still plays over
and over in my mind during moments of anticipation or importance. The note read:
Chloe,
Keep having a big heart and your intense motivation. And don’t try too hard. Let people come
to you. They will if you make sure you’re doing what’s right.
So, to recap: I was eighteen, I did musical
theater for fun, and the boy I liked had just told
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Kissing in the Rain
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Chloe Hechter

me, “Don’t try too hard.” But I don’t try too hard.
I only try too hard when I get insecure. And when
it comes to love, I’m really fucking insecure.
~*~
From a young age, I romanticized everything. In third grade, I called myself a “love
doctor” and tried to set my classmates up
with one another, desperate to create the
next great American love story. I was obsessed with my babysitter’s engagement and
took legitimate offense when her now husband didn’t let the nine-year-old she babysat
for help plan it. Romanticizing everything is
never dull, but it’s incredibly disappointing. If
the story or the person you’ve built up in your
head doesn’t turn out the way you doodled it
in your diary or sang about it in the shower,
you may find yourself fatally attempting to
romanticize watching How I Met Your Mother
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alone in your room on a school night.
Sag Harbor, Long Island, is one of my favorite places in the world. The summer before
I went to college, I was being a pensive eighteen-year-old girl in her high-ponytail phase,
just watching the people pass by the little
book shop on Main Street—a couple walked
by holding hands, and the girl was kind of
leaning up against her boyfriend’s arm. Everything about them looked so calm, happy,
and effortless—meanwhile, I was anxious,
lost, and trying way too hard. I knew from that
moment that that was what I wanted: to stroll
hand in hand with someone down a pretty
summer block on a pretty summer day. I invented “The Main Street Test”—from then
on, a means of determining whether someone was worth my time. Could I picture them
holding my hand on Main Street?
INTERTEXT 2022 | 31
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Kissing in a college dorm isn’t so romantic, but we kissed in my college dorm. It was
my first night there, and I was pretty much
convinced that I had just met the love of my
young life at a party for Jewish students. I’d
say it’s not as lame as it sounds, but I was far
more focused on the cute boy who had his
hand in my back pocket than the basement
filled with sweaty, beer-soaked college freshmen, so I’m not one to gauge the lameness
quotient. Suddenly I was no longer a frizzyhaired 4′ 11″ theatre nerd who cried in the
locker room, but a hot, savvy college girl who
was making out with a cute boy on her first
night of school. He basically caught my eye
across a crowded room, and from then on,
I let myself be in love with a scenario that I
was nearly convinced I had made up in my
head. And so what if he never treated me
like anything more than a friend after that
one night? He’d come around, right?
In the meantime, while you wait for him
to “come around,” what do you do? You go
out of your way to try to prove that you’ve
become this new woman when really you’re
still a little girl. You’re not cool and confident, even though you try to be—you’re still
terrified of everything and naïve enough to
believe that even though he’s dating someone else now, she’s just the antagonist in the
story who comes along before you live hap-
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pily ever after. You wear low-cut tops and
makeup to class, even though that isn’t you,
and you start to feel as if you can’t even trust
your close friends. You think you’ve moved
up in the world because at least you did kiss
and at least you never told anybody that you
hated him like you did with boys in high
school—but by allowing yourself to be vulnerable instead of deflecting, you allowed
him to break your heart. You know you have
to move on. But for someone who romanticizes everything, sometimes just moving on
when you have a fairy tale playing in your
mind is impossible.
~*~
I met a boy on the first day of sixth grade,
and I’m pretty sure he was shorter than I was
at the time. I’ll never forget when he broke
the awkward 11-year-old silence by saying,
“This is like rehab!” and then the teacher
had to explain what rehab was to the class. I
was at his sports themed bar mitzvah, he was
at that same party on my first night of college, and he could be seen exchanging pleasantries with my mother on my back deck one
summer almost ten years after we met.
That summer, he and I stopped for ice
cream on Main Street. That should be romantic, right? I tried to be graceful as I ate
a mediocre cup of mango sorbet that was
really just sugar and water by the time we
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drove away. We moved through winding
backroads for a while, and as we passed trees
and estates and cornfields, I thought about
how he’d known me when I wore thick prescription Ray-Ban Aviators and a neon pink
shirt that said peace, love, cupcakes.
“This reminds me of the drive up to
camp,” I mused.
He scoffs. Every time I say anything, he
scoffs as if to say, “Oh, Chloe. You just say
the darndest things.”
“Where did you go to camp?”
“Theatre camp. Duh.”
“Okay, theatre girl.” I hit him a little.
“Watch it, I’m driving.”
“You know I’m not theatre girl anymore!!”
He pulled over into the parking lot of a
golf course somewhere between Sag Harbor
and East Hampton. What looked like miles
of emptiness at the time wound up being
the beginning of the trail for my next family hike, but in the dark, I never would have
noticed. He had teased me about not being
able to drive while we moved through backroads on the way over, but I always thought
of the teasing as older-brotherly.
“If I were to kiss you…” he started.
“I didn’t know you thought of me like
that,” I said, the trying too hard to romanticize
coming out like word-vomit.
“Maybe I didn’t before, but I am now,” he
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said. “But I’m not just using you. If—if you
think that.”
“I’ve never hooked up in a car before. I’m
from the city. It’s not like we just—hook up
on subways.”
“I’m from the city too. I can actually
drive.”
I playfully hit him again.
“What’s with all of the hitting?”
What was with it was that I was just then
discovering that I wanted him to kiss me for
a lot longer than I initially realized, and I
wasn’t mature enough yet to know how to
cope. There comes a moment before every
first kiss that there is just nothing left to say,
and you can either run away or lean in. What
was I supposed to do, jump out the window
and play a round of midnight golf ? In a moment of intense bravery, I crawled over the
glove compartment so we could share the
driver’s seat.
Not even 24 hours after the back-seatgolf-course-extravaganza, in true sitcom
fashion, we had a family barbeque. I took to
his thirteen-year-old sister for a bathing suit,
and the A-cup desperately trying to support
my solid C-cup, the fact that I didn’t eat all
day so I could look skinny, and my drinking
copious amounts of frozen vodka-lemonade
to overcompensate for my discomfort were
already shaping up to be a recipe for disaster.
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I struggled to appear even remotely seductive as I sat on the edge of his parent’s
hot tub, dangling my feet over the edge, and
watching him sip on a hard seltzer as though
nothing had ever happened. I was starving,
spilling out of a prepubescent girl’s bikini,
and starting to feel the alcohol, which was
probably the only thing I’d consumed since
the mango sorbet the night before.
In a sorry attempt at flirting, I stuck my leg
out to reach his. I was beginning to feel dizzy,
and the thought of the winding backroads, the
lack of food, and the way he kissed were playing like an overwhelming merry-go-round in
my mind. I felt myself start to teeter over the
edge, and I fell right into the hot tub. And he
just laughed. Despite our shocking chemistry
and years of unspoken tension, it’s safe to say
that he did not fall madly in love with me.
There was that yearbook note coming
back to haunt me—“Don’t try too hard.” Because I knew that my acute overcompensation for what was sort of the norm for a
couple of 19-year-olds was a demonstration
of an over-the-top way-too-hard try to make
someone like me who probably did before
I made an idiot of myself to impress him.
A mature person would know better. A girl
with a lot of experience, I thought, would
have laughed it off with him, ate and drank
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a normal amount, then maybe pulled him
away from the family fun and asked for a
room tour or a ride home. But in that instance, I wasn’t mature. When it really comes
down to it, immaturity comes from a lack of
self-assurance. The “growing pains’’ that we
experience stem from inner conflict more so
than they do from the actions of others, even
if we’re struggling to understand why someone doesn’t like us, why someone is no longer
our friend, or why we love someone. What
we’re really trying to understand is ourselves,
and I wasn’t quite there yet.
~*~
When the first boy I kissed in college invited me over one fateful Thursday night, I
thought it was romantic. There’s nothing romantic about being the Notorious Rebound
Girl, but at the time, I didn’t have a clue.
I was a virgin in headlights. I should have
run the moment I saw the unwashed gray
sheets, the McLovin’ poster, a stray white
Converse sneaker lost by the desk without a
counterpart. I should have bolted when his
roommate started blasting Baby Shark from
the next room, but when you love someone
enough, you’ll forgo rationality just enough
to allow a song about hunting sharks set the
tone for what some might call your official
entrance into womanhood.
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The boy who I’d been in love with for a
calendar year got up without a moment’s
hesitation, stretched, and threw on a Belmont High School sweatshirt. He didn’t offer me one, of course, so I was just there, in
what is arguably the most vulnerable state a
young formerly half-virgin woman can find
herself. Baby Shark and the last hour and a
half played over in my mind as he uttered
the sentence that would go on to radiate in
my mind at every pseudo-intimate encounter since: “huh. You know…you’re the only
girl I’ve ever fucked casually.”
I’m not a casual girl. I would say I’m the
complete opposite. I can’t bring myself to
meet someone on a dating app, I wipe down
my doorknob twice a day, and I do my homework a week before the due date. But there
I was, 10 p.m. on a Thursday night, sockless
on South Campus, wondering what I could
have possibly done to deserve the new title
of “serial monogamist’s only casual fuck.”
How was I supposed to respond? My initial
reaction was, of course, to laugh—it was all
I could do to keep from crying—and I went
on, repressing this heartbreaking experience
and reassuring myself of the fact that though
this encounter had been doomed from the
beginning, I had gratified the innocent little
freshman girl who had fallen in love with the
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first boy she had kissed in college.
For weeks afterward, I tried to find the
somewhat redeeming moments in what was
really just humiliating, somehow convincing
myself that he did love me—he was just too
scared to admit it. But that wasn’t true. A few
weeks later, I got into a car accident and felt
compelled to text him just to say that it had
happened, I was fine, and I was checking in
because I cared about him. The response I
received was “glad u r ok.” He began dating
someone else weeks later, and as any heartbroken girl should, I threw up in a sink, cut
my hair, got a piercing, lost five pounds, and
became the editor in chief of my school magazine. Not all at once, but you get the picture.
~*~
Kissing a boy whom you went to camp
with while sitting on a radiator in a vestibule
shouldn’t be romantic, but it kind of was. I
told everyone that we’d kissed on my roof, but
the roof was really too cold, so we wound up
sitting on top of the heating vent in the vestibule, right in front of a camera from which
the doorman could have easily been watching. It was romantic because we had just
agreed to share octopus on a first date and we
liked making fun of the same people. It was
sort of a lost connection from summer camp,
the kind where we were in a picture together
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and didn’t know it, and where my brother
knew his sister and I’d seen him play his guitar, and he’d seen me shave my legs on my
bunk porch, but neither of us really noticed.
He was someone I went from never thinking about to thinking about more than I
thought about anyone else. I agreed to go out
with him in the first place only because my
mom thought it would be good for me, since
I’d kind of been holed up in my room ever
since my non-breakup. I told my friend who’d
kissed him at camp that maybe I’d kiss him so
we could bond about it (because there is truly
no stronger bond than that of two girls who
have kissed the same boy), but that would be
it. And less than two minutes into the date, I
found myself thinking that if he didn’t kiss me
by the end of the night, I’d just kill myself. He
even said he’d been to Sag Harbor—a restaurant on Main Street, to be exact.
~*~
Kissing in the rain is romantic, and we
kissed in the rain. But this wasn’t romantic
at all. I wouldn’t have even kissed him on
my own, but I told my best friend, Phoebe,
I’d kiss my sorority-date-night date if she
kissed hers, and she had a lot more confidence than I did. Phoebe dragged her date
off to the side and made all the moves on
her own—I could never do that—and while
they kissed, my date and I waited patiently
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for the DJ to pack up and go so he could kiss
me without anyone watching. It happened
to be raining, but we were outside a Japanese restaurant in the middle of Syracuse
on a Tuesday, and he was the social chair of
a low-tier fraternity.
It’s hard to find genuine romance in college. People kiss in sticky-floored houses and
twin beds with unwashed sheets, and you’re
lucky if it doesn’t taste like cheap beer or blue
raspberry nicotine. Romantic moments are
few and far between, and I find that to be
incredibly sad—but maybe it’s the apparent
lack of romance on a day-to-day basis that
makes the little things, like forehead kisses or
sharing appetizers, all the more special.
Kissing someone at a frat party is never romantic, and neither was this. I choked down
a disturbing concoction of tequila and grenadine and half-heartedly listened to a boy with
three brain cells go on about “his boys” and
how he thought we had “unfinished business.” After about half an hour of mindless
conversation and his hands around my waist,
I kind of thought, Fuck it, and I let him kiss
me. It was, without question, the worst kiss
I’ve ever had aside from maybe the kiss in my
senior musical which gave me a low-grade fever. Immediately I grabbed this poor dude’s
face, anxiously apologized, and, oh, yeah, ran
out of the house crying.
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I’ve always felt as if something is missing. It
seems stupidly ironic that someone so obsessed
with romance hasn’t ever so much as had
someone like her back. I look at myself in the
mirror and wonder if it’s because I look like
I’m fourteen or maybe because I think I look
like I’m fourteen and so I try to overcompensate by seeming like I know everything when
I really only know as much as the 20-year-old
(albeit, with above-average intelligence) that I
am. Am I doing something wrong?
After the frat party, my friend Bridget followed me into the parking lot, where it was
far too cold for May and far too embarrassing for me to be in a fit of hysterics. But I
wasn’t crying because of the stupid boy in
the frat or my date night date or even because
of Baby Shark Boy—I was crying because I
felt totally stranded, totally used, and totally
alone. I was disappointed. Bridget told me
that romanticizing everything was, in part,
why my friends loved me—I kept things interesting—but the more pressure I put on
myself and everyone else to romanticize absolutely everything, the more disappointed I
would become. I knew she was right.
Legend has it that you can’t love anybody
else until you love yourself unconditionally.
I had so much love to give, and yet with every little mistake, I wasn’t giving any of it to
myself. I wasn’t alone. It was clear that night
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in the parking lot just how much Phoebe
and Bridget loved me. In fact, Phoebe and I
vow to settle for nothing less than boys who
love us like we love each other. Maturity is
learning to just exist, no matter how difficult
the simplicity of existence becomes, we can
take a deep breath, approach the conflict,
and move forward from there. Love wasn’t
missing from my life. I had friends who loved
me enough to chase me out of a party, to
watch me blow my nose into my hand and
wipe it on my favorite jeans, and to tell me I
still looked hot in a messy-but-fun way with
mascara and snot running down my face.
There are moments that are romantic even
if you’re not experiencing them romantically. Watching fireworks is romantic, even if
you’re just watching them on your roof deck
with your dad. Driving with the top down
is romantic, even if you’re just doing it with
your friends because your parents let you take
out the Jeep. Really pouring your heart out to
someone is romantic, even if it’s to the security guard of your freshman dorm when you
lock yourself out of your room. Love letters
are romantic even if you don’t send them.
But kissing in the rain? Honestly, sort of gross.
I’m learning to romanticize things in a nonromantic way, because there is love in my life
even if it’s not that kind of love yet. That part
will come. I just need to stop trying so hard.

37

38

et al.: Intertext Complete Issue

Mary Janes
Sophia Carnicelli

I

spent most of kindergarten in the dim
school hallway. I refused to enter, being
a strong-willed five-year-old. Instead, I
stood in my black Mary Janes, sulking at my
own reflection. It became an ongoing joke
at Christmas, with family members saying,
“Maybe that’s why you have always struggled
with science” or “How are you surviving at
Syracuse if you didn’t go to Kindergarten?”
Looking back, I know exactly why I didn’t
go into that classroom.
My refusal to enter became a routine.
Lily, my twin sister, would happily march
past me into her class next door, ignoring the
dramatic scene I made. On the days that my
endlessly patient teacher finally coaxed me
38

into class, I stood in the back with my coat
on, refusing to sit. This continued for nine
months, much to the dismay of my parents.
Without even realizing, my six-year-old
self struggled with the exact same thing I
struggle with today as a nineteen-year-old girl.
My jaw never unclenched; my shoulders
never relaxed no matter how hard I tried. An
absurd number of butterflies would fill my
stomach. Crazy how something in your head
can affect your body. It must have something
to do with biology.
One word. 7 letters.
Little things always get to me for no reason. Like going to class.
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I know it starts at 11:30. I know it’s a 5-minute walk. So why do I keep leaving at 11:00?
I know it starts at 11:30. So why I can’t
stop double checking my schedule?
I know it starts at 11:30. So why can’t I stop
for a coffee? Because what if there is a long
line in the coffee shop. Then I will be late.
And if I’m late, my teacher will get mad.
Then the teachers won’t like me, and I
definitely won’t get a good grade in the class.
And if I don’t get a good grade in the class, it
will bring down my GPA.
Living in a world with a constant fear
something is going to go wrong is a world I
no longer want to live in. My mom tells me
to “look at everything in a positive light,” but
that sounds so impossible.
Stop setting six alarms in the morning,
the first one will wake you up. You know
that, you’ve known that for years now.

Layout and art by Siena Delaney

One word. Seven letters.
There is a pile of agonizing thoughts that
never disappear no matter how hard I try. I
had to tell Claire that I was shaking because
I had three coffees that day, but truth be told
I didn’t stop because I thought I would be
late. It wasn’t the coffee making me shake.
“It’s the coffee.” “I’m always cold.”
What a lame excuse. If you own up to it,
maybe it’ll go away.
I try journaling about it, writing my feelings down, so I don’t explode like a can of
Pepsi that’s been rolling around in a car all
day. Like being vulnerable will make me
stronger.
But it won’t really.
I get bullied by the employees of Jenny’s
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Nails since my nails are always too short
to even file. My fingers bleed around my
chipped blue nail polish. I’ve gotten used to
just rubbing at the blood until it fades into
my skin.
The turf burns from lacrosse season have
turned into scars from the constant picking.
My thighs are permanently marked from the
countless breakdowns I’ve had, each a different memory I carry with me.
One symptom that lingered was the eating. I don’t eat when I’m anxious. The pit in
my stomach doesn’t let me.
But what if I pass out because I’m not
eating? But what if I feel sick because I’m
not eating? I need to eat something, or else I
won’t feel good.
But if I eat too much, I won’t fit into my
size 27 Urban Outfitters jeans. I won’t be
skinny like I’m supposed to be.
132 pounds. I was 125 last year.
No, I just won’t eat. But then what if I
feel sick?
I’m gonna go to the gym after class. It’s
supposed to release endorphins, or at least
that’s what my doctor told me. I have my
Spotify playlist pulled up but I’ll connect my
AirPods outside the gym, so I won’t accidentally blast music. That would be embarrassing, wouldn’t it?
I have to run 3 miles to burn off all the
food I ate. Or didn’t eat.
132. 132. 132.
I guess the gym helped a little. Just a little.
An increase in Serotonin for the day.
I’m gonna call my mom, she always makes
me feel better. Lily does, too. She didn’t pick
up. But she has her Apple Watch, so it’s not
like she didn’t see it. Where is she? What is
she doing?
INTERTEXT 2022 | 39
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Immediate thought: A car accident. Is she
dead?
Morbid thought, but it’s the first one that
comes to mind. What would I do without
her? I can’t do it without her. One day, I’m
gonna have to.
That day might be the hardest day of
my life.
One word. Seven letters.
Stop thinking about that. I need to get it out
of my mind. But I can’t. It just keeps repeating.
Will it ever stop?
I start texting mom.
Call me when you can, please?
Mom calls me back.
The pressure on my shoulders lightens,
not all the way.
Talking to her helps.
She asks me what I did that day.
Everything is fine until I hang up the
phone. Then once again I am all alone with
my thoughts.
40

There have been the bad panic attacks
where it feels like an eternity, where everything goes dark for a while. The worst ones
are the silent ones. The ones that happen in
the bathroom, using the flushing of the toilet to muffle the sounds of me gasping for a
breath of air.
It peaked when I left for Syracuse. During those first few weeks away from home,
I frequently looked at the quote I’d found
online and set as my phone wallpaper—“So
far you’ve survived everything you thought
you wouldn’t”—just to remind myself how
far I’ve come since the days I spent staring at
my tear-stained Mary Janes.
Some days I would cry myself to sleep
and others I couldn’t be happier. It was a real
rollercoaster of emotions.
Shane helped me a lot during that time
because he would listen. He would listen to
me during my excessive number of mental
breakdowns. He would talk to me in a calm
voice, never judging me.
I try to tell myself that I can’t rely on one
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person for my source of happiness, but at
that moment, I only had him and my spinechilling thoughts.
I don’t know what I would do if I lost him.
He has taught me to love myself. He’s on my
mind all the time. I don’t mind, I can never get
sick of that beautiful smile. He has seen me at
my worst, crying in his arms, but I wouldn’t
want to be crying in anyone else’s arms. He
has seen me at my best when my mental state
was peaking. The first thing I think about in
the morning and the last thing I think about
before I fall asleep. The best boyfriend in the
world, but that’s just my opinion.
To be back in his arms. It’s the best feeling
in the world.
Lily also helped. This was the first time
I would be without her for more than three
days. Crazy, right? We had literally been hip-
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to-hip since we were born. Not seeing her
face every day broke my heart.
It was the first time I’d celebrate my
birthday by myself. It was the first time I was
just Sophia, not Sophia and Lily. And that
scared the shit out of me.
I’ve gotten used to it by now. We do Facetime at least twice a day. She understands it,
too, the way I feel.
Even though she did actually attend kindergarten.
One word. Seven letters.
That one cruel word.
Seven letters that have been haunting me
ever since those black Mary Janes.

Anxiety.
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M

any people have heard about the
“emo phase” of life that normally takes place during someone’s middle school years. The black eyeliner
and Hot Topic clothing are made fun of all
the time, but the most known social dimension has likely been the music, especially from
the band My Chemical Romance. During
my “emo phase,” in middle school, I discovered their 2006 album, The Black Parade.
Even though I now wear different clothing
and makeup, the music of that album still
resonates with me, especially the storytelling
aspect of it.
The Black Parade tells the story of a character called the Patient. Throughout the alternative rock opera, My Chemical Romance,
in dark military jackets like a somber version of The Beatles, recounts the Patient’s
journey through death after he passes away

The
Black
Parade

due to cancer. Each song offers a different
perspective on his journey, whether it be the
journey itself or his looking back on different parts of his life. The songwriting skills of
the band are on full display throughout the
whole album, instrumentally and lyrically.
Frontman Gerard Way can perfectly capture
the emotions of each story and is backed
by the gifted guitarists Ray Toro and Frank
Lero. In SPIN, Jeremy Gordon describes
Gerard Way as “a carnival barker in front
of the twin-guitar attack of Ray Toro and
Frank Lero.” He goes on to say, “Lero drove
the tracks with relentless punk energy while
Toro’s instincts trended toward the scaled-up
dinosaur rock of his youth.”
Each member does their part perfectly
when it comes to the creation of this story and
the mood of the album, which explores different emotions and sounds as it flows through
the life and death of the Patient. Songs like
“Dead!” describe the Patient going through
his last two weeks of life, while “The Sharpest
Lives” captures living life to the extreme. Both
have high energy and driving guitar parts

Jiana Curcio
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that are perfect for people who need a song
to headbang to. Then there are songs like
“Cancer,” which reveals the Patient’s cause of
death, and “I Don’t Love You,” a gut-wrenching look at a lost love in the Patient’s life. Both
songs take on a much more ballad-influenced
sound and perfectly represent the highs and
lows of life and death.
There is also no talking about this album
without bringing up its most successful song,
“Welcome to the Black Parade,” where the
Patient meets death in the form of a parade.
This song is My Chemical Romance’s version of “Bohemian Rhapsody” by Queen.
The mixture of driving drums, intricate and
clashing guitar solos, and Gerard Way’s inspiring vocals makes for an epic song that
speaks to many listeners. Even though it is
a song about someone’s death, it inspires
people to live their life. This band was able
to create an anthem for the masses while still
telling a coherent story, a feat that most musicians strive for but fail to accomplish. The
Black Parade is a masterful piece of art that
has changed how I view music and songwriting in my everyday life as a music major.
One of the most interesting things about
The Black Parade is the societal impact the album has had, especially for the emo movement. At first, most people did not take My
Chemical Romance seriously because of
their affiliation with the emo community. In
the words of Jeremy Gordon:
As far as painted-up musicians went, My
Chemical Romance were too ironic and
sexless to be KISS, too uncool and sexless
to be Bowie. They were lumped in with
the stereotyped emo package—these guys
with their eyeliner and tight pants and
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amateurishly trimmed swoosh haircuts,
howling in high voices about how their
hearts hurt, all of which was easily
brushed off as affectation.
Even though they had immense talent
and a chart-topping album, some critics
still viewed them as less than other artists
because of their fanbase. Even today, with
the massive success of their music and the
joyous uproar that came with their reunion
announcement on Halloween of 2019, they
are still not shown the same respect as other
artists who have had similar success.
An insanely prominent band when it
comes to the emo and alternative rock
genres of music, My Chemical Romance
secured their popularity through The Black
Parade. They were able to mix components
of rock, opera, ballads, pop-punk, and
many other genres together while telling
their story of the Patient. Even now, almost
fifteen years later, the sound of a G note on
a piano can make some people raise their
heads in recognition of “Welcome to the
Black Parade.” Even though the critical
success of the album was overshadowed
by the societal disdain of the emo community, it still holds up when it comes to
talking about inspiring songwriting and
storytelling through music. This album
has had a huge impact on me as a musician and has helped influence not only my
music taste but what I create when I write.
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O

ur perspectives on the world are
formed through a mosaic of people
we’ve met, of places we’ve been,
and of experiences we’ve had. They are created by external influences and reaffirm our
reality. With so many different backgrounds,
it can be tough sometimes to understand and
respect opposing positions. Yet we recognize
that such listening is crucial for making sense
of complex material—of different frames of
mind. In this section, we encourage readers
to analyze and explore their way of thinking
through a myriad of differing perspectives
and lenses.
Through examining contemporary political struggles, this selection of opinion
and editorial pieces sheds light on multiple
complex topics faced in modern society. It
encourages readers to expand past the scope
of their experience to consider new perspectives and ideas. Additionally, they demonstrate a constructive way to approach counterarguments on divisive issues.
It is the responsibility of the reader to
consider their own biases within these circles
of discord. Expanding our outlook to include a broad range of views can significantly increase our understanding of the world
around us.
Alex Malanoski’s “Reparations: How Much
Is a Black Life Worth?” studies the nuanced
arguments surrounding the current discussion of reparations in the United States. The
piece examines two noteworthy articles on
reparation, Ta-Nehisi Coates’s “The Case for
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Reparations” and David Frum’s “The Impossibility of Reparations,” for their arguments
and counterarguments, respectively. Through
careful analysis, Malanoski artfully explores the
philosophical complexities of the topic.
In Mira Sickinger’s “Jubilee: The Commodification of Political Discourse,” we see
an example of the reductionist arguments
that permeate the media. The author takes
an omnipresent lens on issues regarding the
legitimacy of the YouTube channel Jubilee
and its controversial video topics. By building off of the attention economy, Sickinger
shows how Jubilee profits from the emotional
instability of tension between clashing, reductive cultural perceptions.
Especially in the modern U.S. political climate, the issue of gun control has become
hotly debated even in the most casual of
settings. In “Tread Lightly,” Lydia Engel explores the nuances of this controversial argument. Through the lens of her own experiences, Engel demystifies the “fence-sitting”
stance that many people have adopted in
regards to gun control.
These authors approach the issues they
discuss through a philosophical lens. They
explore beyond the black and white narratives these topics are often perceived to have.
They inspire deeper thought beyond people’s
initial reactions to these subjects. These questions are nuanced and complex without any
easy answers.
—Siena Delaney, Michael Edward
Melvin, and Rachel Raposas
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I

n his famous “I Have a Dream” speech,
Martin Luther King Jr. calls attention to
a “promissory note” signed by the Founding Fathers that promised that Blacks and
whites were created equal and guaranteed
“unalienable rights of life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness.” King stated that America
never fulfilled its promise and that African
Americans were gathered at the nation’s
capital for the 1963 March on Washington to
finally “cash” the check marked “insufficient
funds.” This promissory note voiced by King
serves as a powerful reminder that the sins of
the past have not been addressed.
Ta-Nehisi Coates, a journalist and New York
46

Times bestselling author, outlines centuries of
racial terrorism in his groundbreaking article
“The Case for Reparations,” as he builds an
argument that African Americans must be
compensated so that a broken America can
start healing. He refutes common arguments
against reparations, providing historical evidence to expose the hypocrisy of his opponents. Moreover, he helps readers see that
reparations are not a “handout” or a “reluctant bribe” but the only means to achieving a
“revolution of the American consciousness.”
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Reparations: How Much Is a
Black Life Worth?

Layout by Siena Delaney. Photograph by Steve Harvey on Unsplash.

Alex Malanoski

Coates reasons that while many opposed to
reparations say that “the last slaveholder has
been dead for a very long time,” the system of
racial oppression that existed during slavery in
America has never been dismantled. Coates
describes how President Roosevelt’s New Deal
policy rested on the foundation of Jim Crow
laws. When Roosevelt signed Social Security into law in 1935, “65 percent of African
Americans nationally and between 70 and 80
percent in the South were ineligible.” Black
oppression did not come to an abrupt halt in
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1865 with the abolition of slavery. Almost two
hundred years later, the United States continues to perpetuate the treatment of Black people as subordinates through racist government
policies that expose profound inequities.
Coates strengthens his case for reparations
by arguing that descendants of former slaves
face a “quiet plunder” due to structural racism
embedded in our institutions. He analyzes the
“second ghetto” in Chicago, where the “virulent racism” of white citizens led to the formation of associations to keep Blacks out of their
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neighborhoods. Coates also highlights the
devastating effects of redlining, which excluded Black people from obtaining mortgages for
certain neighborhoods, reinforcing economic
inequality through segregation. These lenders, or “contract sellers,” continued to exploit
Black Americans, making them pay excessive
monthly installments, so most could never afford to gain ownership of a home and were
ultimately evicted. Corrupt practices like these
have created a seemingly unbridgeable wealth
gap. Mary Bassett and Sandro Galea write of
this profound disparity, stressing America’s
obligation to repair a racist system built on institutional white supremacy. Data collected by
the Federal Reserve Bank of Boston suggests
that Boston “household assets averaged $8 for
Black families and about $247,500 for white
families” (2102).
Coates features the story of Clyde Ross,
a Black man who moved from the Jim Crow
South to Chicago, as a lens to help readers understand the residual impact of racist
housing policies. Ross poignantly describes
his grief after being stripped of his savings by
a white contract seller: “Without the money,
you can’t move. You can’t educate your kids.
You can’t give them the right kind of food.”
Ross also discusses the crushing emotional
impact of systemic racism on children, as it
“changes their outlook” and dismantles hope
for a better future. Ross’s narrative helps
make sense of the troubling figures provided
by Bassett and Galea, highlighting the reasoning behind the human cost of the wealth dis48

parities between Blacks and whites. But Ross
is more than just a statistic. He is a living,
breathing human being. His story establishes
the domino effect that the economic exploitation of Black Americans has on future generations, as Ross’s children suffered immensely
in both their physical circumstances and their
outlook on life. Bassett and Galea’s article also
provides insight into the jarring Black-white
health gap, pointing out that “there has not
been a single year since the founding of the
United States when Black people in this country have not been sicker and died younger
than white people” (2101). Drawing on data
from the Centers for Disease Control and
Prevention, Bassett and Galea support their
claim that “life expectancy remains stubbornly tied to whether a person is born Black
or white” (2102). Despite the efforts of both
private and public entities to reduce racial inequities in recent years, Bassett and Galea cite
a statistic from the CDC that reveals “the rate
of premature death (before 75 years of age)
is 30% higher among Black Americans than
among white Americans” (2101). Their purpose is to persuade readers that reparations
are not about a fix in “cash” or “kind,” but are
“a monumental break with the past” critical
to saving the lives of Black Americans (2103).
Simply put, America needs to pay. This fact is
evident based on the system of white supremacy our country is built on, as we use Uncle
Sam to champion liberty and justice for all
while denying our contribution to Black oppression. The United States can only repent
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for its past sins and move forward with healing
by issuing reparations. Without this racial restitution, the disparities across health, wealth,
education, and beyond will become unmanageably high.
However, even the most ardent supporters
of reparations must consider the difficulties
that will arise over the allocation of these
funds. When contemplating the intense debate likely to ensue over who would qualify
and how much money each person should
receive, others argue that proposing a system of reparations is ultimately futile. Who
deserves reparations? What about other targeted groups? What constitutes Blackness?
Where will the money come from? Will taxes
increase? It is not my fault my ancestors were
slaveholders…is it fair for my wallet to take
a hit? Still, an all-encompassing, burning
question remains: “How would it work?” In
“The Impossibility of Reparations,” critic
David Frum takes an oppositional view on
reparations. Frum believes how is the most
difficult question about restitution. He does
not believe in most proposed reparations
systems. He uses affirmative action since
1969 as a lens to highlight multiple ways in
which the system of reparations proposed by
Coates would likely fail. He describes how
other groups, like Native Americans who
were mercilessly killed and stripped of their
land, may also feel entitled to compensation.
Here, he points out that Coates’s argument
rests on the false notion that “America’s racial composition is essentially binary, a white
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majority that inflicts inequality; a Black
minority that suffers inequality.” Frum’s response to such arguments demonstrates how
“politically outlandish” he believes the idea
of reparations is with the constant flux of
immigrants entering our country. He questions if reparations will become a “cost of
immigration” that all newcomers must pay
for the American Dream, or if the “dwindling white majority” will carry the heavy
economic burden that will cause them to feel
even more “culturally insecure.” He furthers
his questioning of how reparations would
work by raising concern over who would
qualify. Frum emphasizes how difficult it
would be to make these decisions. Establishing a standard for how Black a person
must be to receive reparations would be an
incredibly subjective and racist practice in
itself. This may be Frum’s most compelling
objection. Measuring Blackness based on
the amount of melanin in someone’s skin is
unethical and impossible. It is clearly subjective if the white men who make up most of
our government decide a standard for being
“Black” based on their own privilege, prejudices, and ignorance. If a person considers
themself to be Black, that should be enough.
Frum sees this as yet another reason to dismiss reparations. Coates introduces a solution
to this issue and a guide for how the United
States can start to deal with its moral debt
by outlining how Germany compensated the
Jewish people in Israel for the suffering they
endured at the hands of the Nazis. While
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there was strong opposition at first, an agreement resulted in individual reparations claims
that allowed Jewish people to flourish while
letting Germany atone for its past actions.
Coates cites historian Tom Segev, who says
West Germany agreed to pay them over seven
billion dollars, which had “indisputable psychological and political importance” and also
created 45,000 jobs. Individual claims were
made based on different categories of harm:
psychological trauma, hindering law careers,
offending Jewish people, and time spent in
concentration camps. This example clearly
shows that there are ways to determine who
qualifies for reparations besides subjectively
measuring Blackness as long as we are willing
to take the mature approach of acknowledging the persistent legacy of racism and the
urgency for these funds rather than simply
dismissing them based on minor challenges.
Frum examines the difficulties of allocating
reparations by highlighting another pressing
issue: how need will be measured. Many challenges arise when debating whether all eligible
parties should receive equal compensation or
if the amount of restitution given should differ on a case-by-case basis. Frum expands on
this issue by calling attention to the population of incarcerated Black Americans and the
controversy over whether they should qualify.
He emphasizes the weight of this decision, as
not counting them would exclude about one
million African Americans from compensation, but counting them could result in a vile
system that “would potentially tax victims of
50

rape and families of the murdered for the
benefit of their assailants.” This view essentially assumes that there are a large number
of Black rapists and murderers with white victims without any evidence. This assumption
plays into the same stereotypes and prejudices
that continue to plague our country. Frum denies the more critical conversation here of rethinking how reparations could extend to unjustly incarcerated Black people. Many Black
Americans falsely accused of crimes are still
behind bars because they do not have enough
money to hire a good lawyer to help exonerate them. Furthermore, if Frum believes there
is a disproportionate number of Black rapists
and murderers in our country, this is the perfect opportunity to create programs funded by
reparations to help address the faulty systems
clearly failing them.
Frum’s analysis calls into question his
overall stance on reparations. It seems he is
completely opposed to reparations in principle and is using weak examples to showcase their impracticability. He appears more
concerned with protecting the fragile white
ego than working toward the “group betterment” that he claims to champion for ancestors of former slaves. While many questions
arise from men like Frum over the allocation
of individual reparations, plenty of scholars have discussed using reparations to fund
programs benefiting Black Americans as a
group. Coates introduces Charles Ogletree,
a Harvard Law School professor, who builds
a case for a system of “job training and pub-
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lic works” that would make Blacks equal in
principle and practice. Ogletree also argues
that this program should aid the needy of all
races since many people of different ethnicities and backgrounds are systemically suffering and deserve support from the wealthy.
Bassett and Galea believe addressing
structural racism through similar programs
will allow the United States to finally get
to the root cause of inseparable racial disparities in health and wealth. The authors
describe three ways a reparations program
of group betterment could reduce health
disparities: expansion of the limited available resources to Black Americans, stress reduction, and “intergenerational” effects on
wealth, assets, and ultimately health. Essentially, reparations could allow Black people
to move into safer neighborhoods with better schools and cleaner air. Filling this gap
in resources would potentially alleviate stress
and “psychological strain” among Black
Americans, narrowing the health gap. Bassett and Galea suggest that “any reparations
provided today would be an investment in
the future,” reducing disparities that have
persisted for centuries (2102). After navigating such a complicated discourse,
I find myself questioning my views.
While I ultimately disagree with Frum, he
does raise some valid concerns about individual reparations. However, this does not
warrant a complete dismissal of reparations
as a system, and instituting them in some
form is by no means an “impossible” task.
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It is time the United States government
ethically atones for its sins that have helped
maintain white-dominated systems. I believe
the most viable method is addressing racism
at a systemic level with local deliberation on
the structures and institutions perpetuating
these disparities so we can provide funding
in the right places. That way we can overcome the current inequity that is systematically ingrained in American society. While
it is easy for Frum and other opponents of
reparations to raise hypothetical questions
on this system meant to improve the lives
of a historically oppressed population, one
urgent question remains: What is the value
of a Black life? It astounds me that we continue to neglect the opportunity for lifesaving change despite glaring disparities sewn
into the tattered fabric of our institutions.
What more will it take?
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Jubilee: The Commodification of
Political Discourse Mira Sickinger

J

ubilee is a popular YouTube channel
with nearly 7 million subscribers that
has always branded itself as a platform
for genuine, compassionate discourse. The
channel bears the description “Feel more.
Think more. See more in others.” Despite
Jubilee’s attempts to convey an enlightened
centrist angle, it is nothing more than a
cheap attempt to commodify American political discourse.
One of the most immediately apparent
issues with Jubilee’s Middle Ground series
is the numerous false binaries constructed
through the way debates are organized. It
assumes two sides of an argument and positions them against each other. Often enough,
this problem is visible through the title of the
video alone. I was more than a bit puzzled
upon reading the title “Can LGBTQ+ and
Christians See Eye to Eye?” I’m sure the
lesbian couple who was married at my family’s church last year would have been just as
confounded. Similar false dichotomies are

52

innumerable on this channel, although they
can be harder to spot at times. Consider the
following examples:
• Veterans and Peace Activists Seek to Find
Common Ground
• Can Body Positive & Fitness Enthusiasts
Find Middle Ground?
• Traditional vs. Trans: Are There More
Than 2 Genders?
These videos address a variety of topics,
and upon first examination might appear
to offer a legitimate discussion. In truth,
though, none of these cases are as diametrically opposed as they are presented. Veterans of the Vietnam and Korean wars have
been some of the most outspoken anti-war
advocates in the United States for over half
a century. People who enjoy physical fitness
aren’t necessarily opposed to body positivity. In fact, many popular fitness influencers
are very forthright about their struggles with
body acceptance or with overcoming disabilities. Cultures all over the world have had
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come emotional quickly.
Could it ever be compassionate to leave
a trans person to defend themselves as they
are endlessly scorned by bigots? Is it fair to
let a group of school shooting survivors rationalize their trauma before a panel of gun
enthusiasts? Even knowing that all participants volunteered their time to the channel,
it’s hard to justify the way Jubilee seems to
leave its more vulnerable contestants out in
the cold.
I believe that Jubilee is a stark example of
the increasing commodification of political
discourse taken to its natural conclusion. The
point of these videos is not what they claim.
In a Jubilee video, the point is not to think
critically and analyze the fact-based and wellthought-out claims brought forth by peers in
good faith. The point is to pat Jubilee on the
back for being so empathetic and objective
to even have had this discussion in the first
place. Pop-political content like this, while
entertaining, can be poisonous to one’s media diet if overindulged in. When consuming
these types of videos, one must always bear
in mind that this content was created for the
benefit of the creator, not the audience. They
represent a commercialized performance of
the earnest dialogue we truly crave.
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documented examples of third/alternative
genders for thousands of years, so it would
be ridiculous to describe such identities as
not “traditional.” Although in the content
of the videos, the debate participants are
certainly on opposite sides of the argument,
creating an impression that such positions
are the normative ones. Stereotypes such as
the homophobic Christian or the fat-shaming exercise fanatic are strengthened in the
eyes of the viewer, without them even needing to click on the video.
In the intro to their infamous Flat Earth
debate, the producers of Jubilee made a rare
appearance before announcing their new
podcast, ironically named “Radical Empathy.” Given that most of their filmography
consists of directly hostile confrontations
with little moderation, I found the concept
somewhat amusing. It’s clear from the channel’s branding that Jubilee’s producers are
attempting to cultivate a middle-of-the-road,
empathetic characterization of themselves.
However, this presentation deserves a bit
more scrutiny. When the very nature of such
debates often leaves one side much more
heavily invested in the issue than the other,
especially if that side happens to be marginalized, it seems natural that things could be-
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Tread
Lightly
Lydia Engel
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I

n the fall of 2008, I went out hunting
with my dad for the first time. My older
sister and I had begged him to let us
tag along, and he obliged, wrapping us in
layers upon layers of warm clothes and giving each of us a camo jacket. Before the sun
had come up, we were loaded into the family minivan and headed towards the swamp,
where we met some of his hunting buddies.
A lot of these guys were old-timers. Bob and
his wife, Cathy, ate wild game almost exclu-
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sively. Surrounding this group was a culture
of sharing the wealth. If one person was able
to kill three geese, and someone else none,
the person with geese would always share
with those without. Hunting was about going into the woods to enjoy nature, and only
killing to eat.
We walked about a quarter of a mile to
“the spot,” and I watched my dad and his
friends each load three bullets into their rifles. Someone told me, “You can only have
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three when hunting fowl because they don’t
want people shooting randomly into the
flock. That would hurt a whole bunch of
them and is the last thing we’d want.” I nodded to show that I understood despite being
too young to carry a gun myself and plodded over to the bucket that had been turned
upside down for me to use as a chair. Sitting
quietly, shaking from the cold, I sipped my
hot cocoa and waited for the game to come.
This particular morning, we were lucky. A
large flock of geese in a characteristic “V”
appeared overhead. With just a few shots,
we had reached the daily limit, and I would
soon be eating my favorite “goose-jerky.”
In July, 2012, the summer after sixth grade,
I took my hunter safety course while at NYS
DEC summer camp. Before arriving, I had to
complete an online segment on gun safety. At
the camp, I was subject to another whole day
of instruction and demonstrations.
“Always assume a gun is loaded,” we were
told, “and never point a gun at a person,
never point a gun at what you think might
be a deer, and if you’re not certain, don’t

shoot.” This wasn’t anything I hadn’t heard
before. A hunting safety instructor himself,
my dad always stressed this to us, and my sisters and I were even discouraged from pointing toy and imaginary guns at each other. I
knew they were dangerous.
That September, for my 12th birthday, I got
my lifetime hunting license. It’s now even
notated on my New York State driver’s license.
Then, on March 14, 2013, the same
school year as the Sandy Hook school shooting, there was a mass shooting in my small
town of 2,675 people, two blocks from the
school. It started just a few houses down
from my childhood home. Me and my fellow
seventh graders were afraid. The teachers
were instructed not to give us any information about what was going on, but we had
learned enough from parents who had been
able to reach us via text. While stuck in third
period for an indeterminate amount of time,
we felt safer than we should have. We didn’t
go home until late that evening, when the
shooter had been cornered in an abandoned
building one town over.

America’s Gun Problem
Repeated mass shootings, specifically school shootings, are a problem unique to
America. From 2009-2019, there were 180 school shootings in the United States
(CNN). The highest profile incidences tend to be white suburban schools, but the
majority of instances occur in schools that predominately serve people of color.
According to the Centers for Disease Control and Prevention (CDC), there were
nearly 40,000 firearm related deaths in 2018, over 100 a day. 60% of these deaths
were suicides, and more than 30% were homicides. Gun violence affects all age
groups and is in the top-five leading causes of death for individuals from ages 1-64
in the U.S.
Consider the graph (opposite page) that shows the worst mass shootings in the
U.S. since 1991 (BBC):
56
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Just two weeks earlier,
I had begged my father
to take me to the Anti-NY
SAFE Act protest in Albany.
I was one in over 5,000
people who showed up
at the NYS Capitol building on February 28, 2013.
The original version of
the NY SAFE Act included a ban on the future
production of any firearm the state classified
as an “assault weapon”;
mandatory registration of
all assault weapons and
background checks for
all firearm sales (with the
exceptions of a spouse
or child); and a maximum of seven bullets loaded into a magazine. At the time, I
was too young to understand the details, but I knew people were angry and that I
should be, too. My dad was a lifelong member of the NRA, and he was the kindest person I knew. Why would they make his life more difficult when he had never
done anything wrong? When he had gone above and beyond to make sure he did
things right?
The NY SAFE Act notably impacted gun-manufacturers and sellers through its
descriptions and outlawing of certain firearm features. The town adjacent to the
one I grew up in housed both the high school I attended and the original Remington Arms Factory. Everyone knew someone who worked for Remington. The
weapon used in Sandy Hook was made there and could’ve easily passed through
the hands of a classmate’s parent. A little over a year after the act was originally
passed, Remington Arms built a second plant in Alabama and moved two production lines from Ilion, NY, to Huntsville, AL, including the now illegal to manufacture
in NY, Bushmaster. About 80 people lost their jobs that year, at least two of which
were family friends. In late October 2020, the entire company went bankrupt, and
585 employees of the Ilion plant were laid-off with no severance.
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The Hand-Gun Process
Handguns account for the majority of gun-related deaths, so it is logical that there would be more restrictions on handgun possession than
long-guns.
In New York, the process to gain approval to purchase or own a handgun can take up to six months, and over $100, depending on the county.
In Herkimer County, it costs $152 to meet all application requirements
before purchasing the firearm. The median household income is $28,005.
For someone who works 40 hours a week, it would take about a day and
half to produce the money. That is, of course, without devoting any of
those funds to housing, medical expenses, groceries, etc.
So, don’t buy a handgun if it’s such a hassle? In my town of Mohawk,
NY, there are five full time police officers, including the police chief. Typically, one officer is on duty at a time. It’s also a very rural area, so lots of
people live relatively far away from the police station.

What Now?
More standardized gun control is inevitable, and not everyone is going to
be happy about it. However, there are
certain regulations and restrictions that
have been shown to be effective in preventing gun-related deaths, and could
readily be altered to reflect nuances in
gun-culture identity.
Limit Legality of Assault Weapons
Though a popular platform for many
gun-control advocates, some research
has shown that intense restrictions and
bans on assault weapons actually increase firearm related deaths. However, there are few to no practical, legal,
civilian uses for most firearms deemed
assault-weapons.
58

Mental Health Blocks
Mental Health blocks are very logical
on paper. Most gun-related deaths are
suicides, and many of the high-profile
mass-shootings have been committed
by individuals deemed mentally unstable. That said, the nuance here is in
individuals’ fear of guns being denied
to or taken from them if they admit or
acknowledge experiencing a depressive
episode. This could make people less
likely to seek professional help.
Micro-Stamping &
Ballistic Fingerprinting
Microstamping is the practice of modifying firearms, so every cartridge dispelled is marked with a unique and
microscopic serial number or code by
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the gun’s firing pin. Each gun’s number
would be logged in a database before
leaving the factory, allowing law enforcement to simply look up the firearm
used in a crime.
Bindu Kalesan’s research found that
legislation requiring such microstamping to be potentially effective in reducing deaths by firearm nationally (see
Chedekel).
Safety Courses
Safety courses and tests correlate with
reduced firearm related deaths. In NYS,
there are mandatory safety courses to
obtain a handgun permit and to obtain
a hunting license. Yet, there is no safety
course to simply purchase a long-gun.
This is clearly a bit of a paradox. Additionally, there is a cost associated with these
safety courses, decreasing accessibility to
economically disadvantaged citizens.
10 Bullet Magazine & Restrictions
on Modifications
Restricting magazine capacity to 10 bullets is a fairly noncontroversial change.
My own grandmother, an avid Trump
supporter, known to keep a loaded
handgun in her bedside table has said
“If you need more than 10 bullets at a
time, then what you’re doing isn’t hunting.” In NY, there are already huntingspecific restrictions, that are frequently
less than 10 bullets. However, there
doesn’t seem to be a strong correlation
between magazine capacity and number of firearms related deaths.

https://surface.syr.edu/intertext/vol30/iss1/1

Government Subsidized
Background Checks
Background Checks are logical. Universal background checks have actually
been shown by the research of Kalesan
and colleagues to be the most effective legislation in terms of significantly
reducing the number of gun-related
deaths. Performing background checks
prior to ammunition purchases as well
has proven relatively effective.
Law-abiding citizens should have
nothing to worry about. The issue at
hand, is really the fees associated with
background checks. Universal background checks, like the ones mandated
by the NY SAFE Act, are necessary for
private sales as well. However, 3rd parties may decline to conduct the check
at all, and if they do perform checks for
private sales, may charge up to $10.
One common complaint is the requirement for background checks for transfers between family members and close
friends. Even a transfer between siblings
is subject to a background check.
Red Flag Laws
Red Flag Laws allow individuals to temporarily prevent people from obtaining
a firearm due to concerns that the person may be dangerous to themselves or
others. While this could cause tension, it
could also prevent serious tragedy.
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In high school, I became friends with a boy (I’ll call him Matt). We bonded
talking about the outdoors. He’s currently in school to become an environmental engineer. But, I slowly realized we had different ideas about hunting,
and the purpose of guns. He didn’t see them as a tool; he saw them as a toy,
showing them off on social media, buying big guns just for the fun of shooting
them. I’m not afraid of him owning weapons like those, but I personally can’t
understand why he wants them. To feel cool?
I’ve seen firsthand the effectiveness of standard firearms that aren’t classified as “assault weapons” in essentially every legal use of them. The only
argument for legality of “assault weapons” is principal. AR-15s and AR-15
style guns are admittedly a popular choice for hunting, but they’re not a makeor-break piece of equipment.
I’m not afraid of guns, I’m scared of being shot. Growing up in a family
that taught a healthy respect for the terrifying capabilities of firearms, I’m
not afraid of holding one. I’m not afraid of seeing one, I’m not afraid of
a stray bullet, but I’m terrified whenever I’m at a large public event. I’ll be
sitting in church and double checking my “escape routes,” verifying that
one of the parishioners I know to regularly carry is in church that Sunday
to ease my nerves.
While at my younger sister’s choir concert last year, I found myself looking around and imagining an active shooter situation. How I would push my
other sister to the floor, behind and underneath the auditorium chairs. Easter,
this year, at the annual sunrise service in the historic Ft. Herkimer Church, I
heard loud movement in the back, from the front pew, where I was seated with
my family. I knew it was probably just someone who had slept through their
first alarm, but the panic was still there. What if ?
I, like most others, would like to live in a world where those intrusive
thoughts don’t disrupt my little sisters’ concerts, and don’t immobilize me in
the middle of church on Sundays. Unlike many others, I don’t think I have
an answer. Something is clearly very wrong with the way guns are handled
in America, but not with how those I am surrounded by handle them. Gun
legislation affects individuals and communities in much more complicated
ways than we typically acknowledge, and those nuances need to be more carefully studied and addressed before gun-control legislation will be as widely
accepted as it should be.
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